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their happy and far-too-easy 'duties. The cocks,
calling from St. Dunstan's in the West to the
Strand, from Butchers' Row to the Poultry, were
kings of the hour.

Then as the light grew stronger he might have
seen one small figure, little Jack Robinson, youngest
son of Mr. Jack Robinson, shoemaker, whose
premises were on the ground floor under Georges
and Judith, Mr. Robinson, senior, had four
small boys, who worked on his behalf sixteen hours
of the day, and twelve children, fruit of his own
loins, so that he was accustomed to children.
That Jack, his youngest, should at this moment
be earning his wages as * climbing boy ' seemed
to him but right and proper, so that there he was
with shovel, scraper and brush, and in his cap a
brass plate with his masters name and address,
He had had some bad chimneys that night, and
was so sleepy that he had found his way home as
it were blindfold, with chimneys dancing by his
side all the way. His lungs were half-choked
with soot, his knuckles were in his eyes, but he
was home* In another five minutes he would
have rolled under the blanket with six other young
Robinsons, pushing in among them like a little
bird* He was awake enough, though, to sec that
it was a fine day and to rejoice thereat, for there
was to be a cockfight by Bath Street that afternoon>
and there would be rich gentlemen to beg pennies
of on a fine day*

You can almost sec Cheapsidc sit up, rub its
fists in its eyes, give & great yawn and, jumping
out of bed, start shaking its rattle. A light air